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Laias.
Sister, from this day forth thou art no more The widow of a husband unavenged, The anxious mother of an exiled son. Thine enemy is slain, thy son is king ! Rejoice with us ! and trust me, he who wish'd Welfare to the Messenian state, and calm, Could find no way to found them sure as this.
JEpytus.
Mother, all these approve me; but if thou Approve not too, I have but half my joy.
Merope.
0 jUpytus, my son, behold, behold
This iron man, my enemy and thine,
This politic sovereign, lying at our feet,
With blood-bespatter'd robes, and chaplet shorn!
Inscrutable as ever, see, it keeps
Its sombre aspect of majestic care,
Of solitary thought, unshared resolve,
Even in death, that countenance austere!
So look'd he, when to Stenyclaros first,
A new-made wife, I from Arcadia came,